OZ EVERNEW; OZ EVERLASTING 


When The Wonderful Wizard of Oz was published in 1900, neither its author, L. Frank Baum, nor the public, 
anticipated how much a part of the basic fabric of American culture the tale and its characters would become. But by 
1902, with the mounting in Chicago of a musical extravaganza adapted from the story as The Wizard of Oz, there were 
already clues of how much Dorothy, the Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman, the Cowardly Lion, the good and bad witches, 
and the Wizard resonated with the audience. When the show opened in New York City at the Majestic Theater in 1903, 
it became the most popular musical ever mounted in the City up to that a 


There were additional hints that the story was readily adaptable for ae audiences and different tastes. For the 
musical play, Dorothy’ s dog Toto was replaced by Imogen the Calf, because a costumed actor could provide the Calf’s 
comic business in ways that a trained dog simply could not. On stage beautiful young women, dressed in tights, 
portrayed choruses of flowers in the Poppy sequence, and a bevy of female soldiers guarding the Wizard. The musical 
was Clearly aimed at a more adult audience. 


Further adaptations for newer audiences continued throughout the twentieth century. In 1925 Chadwick produced . 
a silent version of The Wizard of Oz starring Larry Semon as a farmhand and also the Scarecrow, and Oliver Hardy (later 
of Oliver and Hardy fame), as another farmhand and the Tin Woodman. The lovely Dorothy Dwan portrayed the character: 
Dorothy as something of a vamp. The success of the 1939 MGM musical version, starring Judy Garland and a troupe of 
major vaudeville stars, again transformed The Wizard of Oz for a new audience, and the timelessness of the movie 
became clear with the first television broadcast in 1956. From that point on, The Wizard of Oz became the best known 
American fairy tale ever written or seen. 


Characters and images from The Wizard of Oz have become so ingrained in the popular consciousness 
internationally, that no day goes by without a cartoon or a spoken reference to something Oz-related appearing in the 
media somewhere in the world. Indeed The Baum Bugle, magazine of The International Wizard of Oz Club, which comes 
out three times a year, includes two departments devoted to capturing the most important of these references. 


Despite the common currency in Oz themes and images, probably the vast majority in the world do not know that. 
The Wizard of Oz was only the first title in a series that grew to a total of forty titles between 1900 and 1963. 


In 1956, the book’s copyright entered the public domain; from that point on, Oz themes and characters became 
available for new interpretation, and countless stories and full-length novels derived from the original book began to 
appear. Some have circulated essentially privately among devotees, but others have been’ more widely distributed. In 
1995 Dick Rutter compiled a list of more than 100 pastiches and parodies, and that was by no means a complete list, 
even then. 


Science fiction writer Philip José Farmer published what is probably the first full-fledged adult novel based on the 
Oz books. Farmer, an enthusiast of the original series, published A Barnstormer in Oz in 1982. But his book had been 
preceded by the very successful, all-black musical version of The Wizard of Oz called The Wiz. Interestingly the 1975 
musical was adapted from Baum’s book, interpreting the original tale in completely new, and rather gritty urban terms. 


Yet another reinterpretation of the Oz myth that has gained high regard both as a book and as a musical adaptation | 
is Wicked: The Life and Times of the Wicked Witch of the West by Gregory Maquire. Wicked is a literary tour de force, 
interpreting Oz in adult and political terms. Maquire’s work combines elements of both Baum’s book and images first 
encountered in the MGM movie (such as the green complexion of the Wicked Witch of the West). 


In these efforts, and ultimately numerous others, we see an American fairy tale that has become so ingrained in the 
culture that it has virtually been elevated to cultural myth. Themes of the original tale can now be used as a kind of 
shorthand to explore modern social issues in ways totally different from the original tale itself. Thus something 
seemingly totally familiar can serve as a springboard to treatments that are alive, fresh, and only slightly connected to 
the original sources. = 


It should not be surprising, then, that something so deeply part of our culture continues to serve as a stimulus to 
examine personal and social values in ever new ways. Certainly with the graphic novel, Dorothy, we see a completely 
new approach to interpreting Ozian themes. Pushing the elements of the tale, which many in the past have already 
regarded as a symbolic coming-of-age story, we find in Dorothy a book that combines striking, haunting, and often 
beautiful images with a tale in which the central character is a teenager of the twenty-first century. The language of the 
book is the language of many American teens. The angst, vocabulary, and even references to drug use, reflect the 
currency we read and hear about throughout the U.S. Even to older readers, who may be startled by some of the new 
tale’s content, the sensibility of our new Dorothy, the issues she carries within her,’ her resourcefulness, and her “street 
smarts,” will resonate. That resonance will undoubtedly be even stronger for readers who are about the age of this 
sixteen-year-old Dorothy. The graphics, a seductive blend of photography and digital imaging, combine brilliantly with 
the text. The characters, from Dorothy onward, are simultaneously somewhat familiar and yet strikingly new. The book 
is Current, suspenseful, humorous, and intense. With Dorothy we have an intensely imagined Oz that explores a realm 
.many of us have not yet dared to dream about. 


- Peter E. Hanff 

Past President, The International Wizard of Oz Club 

and co-author of Bibliographia Oziana, the bibliography of the Oz books, 
Deputy Director, The Bancroft Library, University of California, Berkeley 
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THEY REALLY DROVE ME 
FREAKING’ CRAZY TONIGHT. 


WHAT MADE THEM GET SO 
PSYCHO-NOSY AND 
STRICT? LIKE THEY DION’T 
GET DRUNK WHEN THEY 
WEPRE'1G, JESUS, I BET 
THEY ’VE BEEN MARRIED 
SINCE THEN. 


I JUST WANT TO FIND 
SOME REAL PEOPLE. FOR 
ONCE. I WANT TO LIVE MY 
REAL LIFE. 


I WANT TO LAUGH, AT LEAST 
ONCE, WHEN I’M NOT HIGH, 


UNCLE HENRY, THE BIG GRAY 
LAME-O, TOLD ME THE 
WEATHER CHANNEL SAYS 
THERE'S A BIG STORM 
COMING. HE’S JUST TRYING 
TO SCARE ME SO I WON'T 
SNEAK OUT TONIGHT, 


WELL TOO BAD, UNCLE KANSAS. 


THIS LITTLE GIRL HAS A DATE 
IN TOPEKA, 


T BET UNCLE HENRY EVEN 
TOOK HIS KEYS FROM THE 
VISOR. OUT OF THE TRUCK 
IN CASE HIS STUPID 
TORNADO STORY DOESN'T 
STOP ME. 


HE HAS NO IDEA WHAT 
I CAN DO. 


DAY AFTER DAY, 
NIGHT AFTER NIGHT, 


IT’S ALWAYS THE SAME 
OLD SHIT, 


“DO THIS DOT, DO THAT.” 


"DOT, WE JUST WANT 
YOU TO BE SAFE." 


NOBODY CALLS ME DOT 
ANYMORE. DON’T THEY 
KNOW ANYTHING? 


I’M SIXTEEN YEARS OLD. 


‘ 


IT’S BEEN FIVE YEARS. 


MY NAME ITS DOROTHY. 


SOMETIMES I THINK THAT 
ONE NIGHT I WON’T STOP. 
TLL JUST KEEP ON 
DRIVING DOWN HIGHWAY 
4O, PAST THE EXIT, PAST 
TOPEKA, JUST KEEP 
HEADING WEST. 


GO ALL THE WAY WEST. 


FOR NO REASON, 
JUST TO DO IT. 


"WHERE I'VE BEEN AND 
WHERE I’M GOING" 


THAT WAS THE ESSAY WE 
WROTE LAST WEEK IN 
MRS. CARPENTER’S CLASS. 


T FLUNKED IT. 


ALL I WROTE WAS 
"NOWHERE." 


TONIGHT I’M RUNNING 
AWAY NO MATTER WHAT 


I SHOULON’T BE FLUNKED 
FOR TELLING THE TRUTH. 


I’M ALWAYS BEING 
MISUNDERSTOOD, 


JUST LIKE A ROCK STAR, 
LIKE FUCKING NIRVANA. 


T WISH HENRY WOLILD 
GET SATELLITE RADIO. 


ALL YOU HEAR IN KANSAS 
IS COUNTRY ANO 
BIBLE SHOWS. 


I'D EVEN TAKE SOME OF 
THAT CLASSIC ROCK. THE 
STUFF I HEARD WHEN 

I WAS A KIO. 


FIVE YEARS, AFTER FIVE 
YEARS YOU FORGET A 
LOT. BUT I STILL 
REMEMBER THAT ROLLING 
STONES JAZZ, 


“GIMME, GIMME SHELTER...” 
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“THERE IS A STORM 
WARNING IN EFFECT FOR 
ALL OF TAYLOR COUNTY 

KANSAS ANO SOME OF __ 
COOPER COUNT: RANGES. 

_ THERE ACE THREE 
TORNADO WARNINGS 

_ SCATTERED: THROUGHOU 


I DON’T KNOW WHY UNCLE 
HENRY TRIES TO SCARE 
ME WITH STORIES, 


OR WHY AUNT EM HAS 
TO BE SO BOSSY. 


THEY'RE NOT MY REAL 
PARENTS, 


THEY NEVER WILL BE. 


I DON’T BELONG HERE. 
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THERE ARE SOME PEOPLE 
LIKE UNCLE HENRY AND 
AUNT EM WHO LET LIFE 
JUST SHAKE THEM 
AROUND, LIKE A MOMMA 
BITCH SHAKING A PLIPPY 
BY ITS: NECK. 


I’M NOT AFRAID OF ANYTHING. 


BUT NOT US GALES. 


GALES ALWAYS COME OUT 
ON TOP. 
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OR MAYBE I DON’T, 


SOMETIMES I FEEL SO 
LOST WITHOUT THEM 


IT’S BEEN FIVE YEARS 
SINCE IT HAPPENED. 
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SINCE THEY FELL 


MY NAME IS DOROTHY 
GALE, AND I SWEAR NOW 
THAT T WILL NEVER OTE 
IN KANSAS, 


NEVER DIE AND NEVER 
GROW OLD AND GRAY. 


T GUESS THAT'S A PLAN. 
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DO YOU ALWAYS KNOW 
WHY YOU DO SOMETHING? 


I HOPE I DON’T CHICKEN OUT. 


BUT HENRY WILL KILL ME 
TF IT SCRATCH HIS TRUCK. 


ie, 


T’LL PROBABLY WIND LP 
STUCK AT HOME BY THE FIRE, 


WATCHING THE GRAY WALLS 
UNTIL I FALL ASLEEP. 


ee: ae SEARING. Our 
BRAIN IS SUCH THAT WE 
- WANT TO PLUNGE TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THE ABYSS, 
WHETHER IT BE HEAVEN ~ 
OR HELL, ae = 
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TO THE BOTTOM OF es : a 
“UNKNOWN IN ORDER TO 4 
FIND SOMETHING "NEW!" 


— - -CHARLES BAUOELAICE. 
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‘GOD DAMN IT! 
THIS IS A NEW 
SHIRT! 


NEEO TO FINO 
D PHONE... 


ON’T THINK 
IS KANSAS 


MAYBE IT’S. 
COLORADO, 


ELSEWHERE, AT THE ENO OF 
A ROTTEN, BROKEN ROAD... 


THE THIN GRAY MAN 
LOOKS OVER THE 
BATTLEMENTS AT THE 
CRUEL AND INHOSPITABLE 
SWALE VALLEYS BELOW 

A SMALL WHISPER OF AIR 
ESCAPES HIS LIPS. HE 
REMEMBERS WHEN ALL 
THE COLORS OF THE 
COMPASS ROAMED OVER 
THE SWALE MOUNTAINS. 
NOW... NOTHING BUT LEAD 
AND STORM CLOUDS. 


IT IS THE PRICE OF BEING 
INVULNERABLE. IT IS THE 
PRICE OF BRINGING 
ORDER TO THE KINGDOM. 
THE GRAY MAN LOOKS 
AGAIN AT THE SILVER 
MESSAGE CYLINDER IN 
HIS HAND, THEN GLIDES 
ACROSS THE WALKWAY 


HE IS OLDER THAN HE EVER 
WOULD HAVE IMAGINED. 

HE REMEMBERS WHEN THIS 
CASTLE WAS FIRST BUILT 
AND FOR WHOM. 


A WORD FROM HIS THIN 2 
LIPS CAN DESTROY A nor nae 


MAN, A VILLAGE, A CITY 
HIS SPIDER WEBS OF 
- INFORMATION AND 
RUMOR AND BETRAYAL 
COVER ALL THE LANDS. He:s. Br: 


HE FEARS NOT THE 
KALTOAH, NOR THE 
FOURSQUARE ONES, 
NOR THE NOMES. THEY 
ARE ALL CONQUERED 
CRUSHED UNDER THE 
GLITTERING HEEL OF 
HIS QUEEN. HE IS THE 
GRAY RIGHT HAND TO 
THE MOST POWERFUL 
FORCE IN THE LAND. 


HE TUGS ON A STRING 
AND AN EMPIRE FALLS 
“INTO DUST 


EVERY TIME HE ENTERS 
THE GREAT HALL AND 
PASSES BY THE TERRIBLE 
STONE PILLARS, HE 
KNOWS HE IS A SLAVE. 


EVERY TIME, HE KNOWS 
HE IS CLOSER TO 
DEATH. THE COLD AND 
THE GRAY SPEAK TO 
HIS BONES. 
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YOUR A > MAJESTY., 
‘I HAVE THE REPORT EGO) 


OUR SPIES IN THE EMERALD 
ail Y.. YOUR SUSPICION 
: WERE: AS WAYS, - 

CORRECT. 


NOT YET, 
GRAYBONES. 
WE WATT. 


THERE IS YET 
ANOTHER PLAYER IN 
THE GAME. 


GRAIN ANO POPPIES FOR 
~ FOOD?’ 
UT HALF YOUR ARMIES, 
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I THINK OF THAT OA ‘ 
IT'S THE SMELL OF TEA I REMEMBER 
FIRST. ORANGE PEKOE. WHENEVER __ 
LNT EM’S NERVOUS, SHE BREWS 
ORANGE PEKOE TEA. I DON’T THINK 
I'VE EVER SEEN HEP DRINK IT. T KNOW. 
I DION'T ORINK IT WHENI WAST 


THIS IS WHAT SHE 
GETS FOR MARRYING 
A GALE. I TOLD HER 
MYSELF. EVERYONE 
KNOWS GALES ARE 
RECKLESS. 


HENRY ALUCLAIe! 
YOU DID NOT JUST SAY 
SUCH A HURTFUL THING 

ABOUT YOUR SISTER. 
NOT WHILE SHE’S 


ee OUTSIDE FLATTENED AN “OULLEO 
IN THE WINDOWS. 


DOT? DOT, HONEY... 
THAT WAS THE HOSPITAL. 
ON THE PHONE JUST 
NOW. OH HONEY... 


THE DOCTORS WORKED 
REAL HARD ON YOUR 
MOM, ODOT, BLT... 
THEY LOST HER. 


SHE’S GONE 
ON TO BE WITH YOUR DAD, 
DOT, AND THAT'S WHAT’S 
BEST FOR HER NOW. 


NOW DOT, DON’T 
YOU WORRY. WE LOVE YOU 
VERY MUCH, AND WE WANT 
YOU TO STAY WITH US, HERE. 
ON THE FARM. WE'RE NOT TOO 
SURE OF THE ARRANGEMENTS, 
BUT YOU'LL ALWAYS HAVE A 
HOME HERE. 


OKAY, DOT? 
YOU CAN ALWAYS STAY 
WITH US. WE NEED TO 
TRY AND TAKE THIS AS 
A BLESSING. 


WHEN MY LIFE STARTED — 
10 CO cei  e 


NOW I’M OUT IN THE WILO 
BLUE YONDER. I’M TOTALLY 
LOST. 


T LEFT MY REAL JOURNAL 
BACK AT THE HOUSE. NOW 

I’M JUST WRITING THIS IN MY 
HEAD, TRYING TO KEEP TRACK 
OF IT ALL. 
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I GOT IN THE TRUCK TO GET 
AWAY, THEN THERE WAS A 
STORM, ANO THEN I WAS HERE, 
A PLACE THAT LOOKS LIKE THE 
SERIOUSLY TRIPPY FUNHOUSE 
SHIT YOU SEE WHEN YOU TAKE 
THAT PURPLE MAGIC BUTTON 
STUFF JASON GOT FROM OLD 
PROFESSOR BUG IN LAWRENCE. 


BUT HONESTLY... THIS PLACE 
FEELS MORE REAL THAN 
KANS-ASS. 


THE Ale IS CLEANER, BRIGHTER. 
ANO IT EVEN... TASTES 
A LITTLE LIKE BLUEBERRIES. 


AND MY FEET HURT FOR REAL. 


I'VE BEEN PUSHING MY WAY 
AROUND THIS SwWARD FOR 
MORE THAN AN HOUR. EVERY 
Piriy Feet YOU.HAVE TO 
TURN BACK AND TRY TO FIND 
A PATH THAT ACTUALLY 
GOES SOMEWHERE. 


IT’S THICK WITH GIANT WEEDS 
AND TWISTED CLUTCHES OF 
VINE, GRASS, WHATEVER I’M 
NOT EVEN SURE HOW TO GET 
BACK TO WHERE THE TRUCK 
LANDED, NOW. 


I NEED TO GET SOME 
PERSPECTIVE. OR A MACHETE. 


RUNNING AWAY IS JUST 
AS HARD AS REAL LIFE. 
THAT SUCKS. - 


BLUEBERRY Ale. BUT NO 
HIGH SCHOOL IDIOTS. 


STRANGE ELECTRIC SKY. 
BUT NO CURFEW. NO FARM. 
NO HENRY. NO EM. 

NO CO PLAYER. NO MAP. 
NO DIRECTION... 


TLL FIND A HOUSE, OR 
A PUBLIC PHONE, OR EVEN 
JUST A ROAD THAT LEADS 
OUT OF THIS... 


WHAT H 
STEPPED IN 
THIS TIME? 


CHAPTER 2 


LOST. 


LOST CAUSE. LOST IN SPACE. 


THE LOST ARK. THE LOST BOYS. 


" if LOST KEYS. ae y 
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LOST IN TRANSLATION. 
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LOSING IT. 


LOSING IT BIG TIME. 


MY STONER FRIENDS WOULD 
NEVER BELIEVE IT, BUT I THINK 
I’M OFFICIALLY SICK OF GRASS. 


MILES OF WALKING TO GO, AT 
LEAST OVERGROWN FRICKIN’ 
GOLF COURSE. 


WHAT’D IT BRING? JUNK FOR A 
COUPLE NIGHTS’ PARTYING. 
JEEZ. 


NAIL CLIPPERS. ZIPPO 
LIGHTER. HOUSE KEYS. TWO 
DEAD BATTERIES. MAKEUP KIT. 
HAIe BANOS. A DECK OF 
RATTY CARDS. THAT MACE 
SPRAY THAT AUNT EM MAKES 
ME CARRY IN CASE T RUN 
INTO ANY "SNAKES." WHAT 

A CORNY OLD WOMAN. 
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TIN FOIL. HALF A 
SMOOSHED-UP BABY RUTH. 
BAR. SCRAPS OF PAPER, 
CLOTH AND A CHEWED-LP PEN. 


AND ABOUT 4 OUNCES OF 
WATER. WAY TO PLAN AHEAD. 


ANDO IT LOOKS LIKE IT’S 
GETTING HOTTER OUT HERE 
IN THIS LOST WORLD. 

FOR FUCKS SALE... 


KEEP IT FOCUSED, GALE. 
THINK GOOD THOUGHTS. 


ONE - THAT FINE FEELING 
OF COFFEE RUNNING 

THROUGH YOU, HOT AND 
SWEET, FLIPPING ALL YOUR 
SWITCHES TO ON... 


TWO - ORLANDO BLOOM'S 
ASS IN TIGHT JEANS... 


THE SMELL OF NEW LEATHER 
AND RIVETS... 


THE GLOW OF A FRESH 
CIGARETTE IN THE NIGHT... 


COME ON. CYCLONES, 
BIZARRO GRASS, 
NOW A FLYING MOOO... 


OH SHIT. OH SHIT. T THINK 
I BROKE ITS RIBS. 


I HEARD THE WET CRACK. 
OH SHIT. 


IT SOUNDED MAD. 


IT SCREECHED. IT SCREAMED! 


DID IT GET BACK LPP 
WHO CARES?! 


BLOOD. THAT’S MY 
BLOOD I FEEL. 


RUN, GIRL. DON’T STOP 
FOR SHIT OR SHOESHINES. 
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AWW, HELL. 


GONNA CRACK MY SKULL 
AT THIS RATE. DORKUS. 


DO NOT pass out 
NOT AGAIN. 


YOU WILL HAVE A CONCUSSION 
ANDO THE DEVIL MONKEY WILL 
EAT YOU. NOT ACCEPTABLE. 


SO EMBARRASSING... 


WHAT TH-? 


SHOO! 
CLEAR OFF! 
GO PLAY WITH 
THE OTHER 
MONSTERS! 


you 
SCARED THE 
PISS OUT 
OF ME! 


Heke OFF Oe eile 
THROW A BATTERY 
AT YOU! 


YOU GOTTA 
BE KIDDING. 


GET AWAY FROM ME, 
YOU MANGY METAL MUTT 
SO HELP ME, TLL CLOCK 

YOU, AND YOUR LITTLE 
DIODES, TOO! 


WHY DOES THIS SEEM _ 
SO FAMILIAR? 


QUIT IT//! 


DAMMIT 
THAT TICKLES. 
SLIMY JERK. 


YOU GOT A NAME, 
CALCULATOR 
FACE? 
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"T-O DASH . 
TWO"? THAT'S 
A NAMEP 
OR IS IT "TWO 
SQUARED"? HMM? 
HOW ABOLIT 
"ARTOO-TUTU"? YOU 
ROBOTS APE ALL 
ALIKE. 


NO? NO 
"TUTU"? YOU’RE A BOY 
NUISANCE? WHAT ABOUT 


"TOE"P YOU NEARLY "TOE-TOE"? 
BROKE MINE. A YOU LIKE THAT YOU 


DIM BULB? THAT 
SETTLES IT, TLL CALL 
YOU “TOTO” Ee 
THE CRAP BAND. 


OKAY, TOTO, LET'S 
ROLL. BEFORE BONZO 
CATCHES US. 


- YOU OON’T 
KNOW WHERE WE 
CAN FIND SOME 
ACTUAL PEOPLE, 

DO YOUP 

I GUESS YOU'RE 
LOST; 100::. 
WHAT? 


THE LITTLE MUTT WHINES 
LIKE A PENCIL SHARPENER. 
THERE’S SOMETHING OVER 
THERE. BEHIND THE GRASS 
CURTAIN. ODOESN’T SOUND 
LIKE AN ANIMAL... 


SHITFIRE. IT KNOW WHAT 


THAT SOUNDS LIKE. 


AHUH...AHUH... 
AHUH.... 


WE HAD A NEIGHBOR BACK 
EAST, HIS NAME WAS WALTER. 
HE SMOKED UNFILTERED LUCKY 
STRIKE CIGARETTES BY THE 
CARTON AND KEPT ABOUT A 
DOZEN CATS. WOUND UP IN 
AN IRON LUNG. 


I REMEMBER ON HALLOWEEN, 
I COULON’T EVEN GET CANDY 
FROM HIS HOUSE -- I RAN 
AWAY EVERY TIME. SPOOKED 
OUT OF MY MIND BY THE 
SOUND OF HIS WHEEZING, 
LABORED BREATHS AS HE 
TRIED TO ANSWER THE DOOR. 


WHAT'S WRONG? 
ARE YOU HURTP 


OR IS THAT JUST YOUR FACE? 


I CAN'T BELIEVE HOW BAD 
I AM SOMETIMES. 


M-MIGHTY... MIGHTY... 
SORCERESS, PLEASE... 


NO... NO. I’M JUST 
( DOROTHY GALE. PLEASE. 
APE YOU HURT? 


VY ..wATer.. ae 
I PRAY YOU...) 


THERE'S NOTHING ELSE TO 
DO. I KNOW THAT BEHIND ME 
THERE’S A MONKEY TRYING 

TO DRINK MY BLOOD AND AT 
MY FEET A DOG THAT COULD 
EXPLODE LIKE A COKE CAN IN 
THE FREEZER, 


NO MATTER HOW FAR T HAVE 


TO 6O, I SILL HAVE TO GE ME. 


IT’S NOT MUCH. 


BUT IT BETTER BE ENOUGH. 


T'VE.. I'VE GOT 
SOME BABY RUTH, 
TOO. 


THAT... WAS A 
POWERFUL MAGIC, 
SORCERESS. 


T’M NOT A -- IT 
WAS JUST WATER, 


HELP ME RISE. 


IT’S BEEN SO LONG 
SINCE I’VE LOOKED INTO 
THOSE EYES. I KNEW YOU 

WOULD COME. 


YOUNG LADY, TAM A 
WITCH. WE KNOW 
THESE THINGS... 


HERE, THE THIN GRAY 
MAN AND HIS QUEEN 
LISTEN TO THE DEEP 
BASS ULULATIONS OF 
THE WINKIES ECHOING 
THROUGH THE SWALE 
VALLEYS. THE SONG IS 
PART ANTHEM, 

PART PRAYER. 


WINKIES NATIVE TO THIS 
COUNTRY, BUILT THE 
ROADS - 


THOUSANDS OF MILES 
OF BRICK LAID OUT IN 
INTRICATE PATTERNS 
OVER UNTAMED LAND. 
NOW THESE MARVELOUS 
ENGINEERS BOW TO 
THEIR QUEEN’S CASTLE, 
THEIR SHADOWS 
STRETCHED BEFORE 
THEM, AND THINK ONLY 
OF SURVIVING 
ONE MORE DAY 


THE GRAY MAN BELIEVES THAT HIS 
QUEEN THRIVES ON THIS DISPLAY 
OF FEAR ANDO HUMILITY IT IS HER 
BREAD AND WINE. 


THE QUEEN'S GRAY WOLVES 
HOWL IN RESPONSE FROM 
THE OTHER END OF THE 
VALLEY, WHERE THE 
BLACKENED FORESTS START 


HE HEARS THE CLATTER 
OF GATES RISING 

BELOW THEM. ORDERS 
ARE SHOUTED. 


THE MOUNTAIN THRUMS WITH ACTIVITY, A CITY UNDER 
GROUND. HUNDREDS OF NOME SLAVES PERISHED 
WHILE DIGGING ITS MAZE OF TUNNELS ANDO 
CHAMBERS. NOW SOLDIERS MARCH PAST COOKS 
AND TORTURERS, DOWN THE HALL FROM SCIENTISTS, 
AND APOUNO THE BEND FROM MONEY COUNTERS. 


COMMANDER STERN HAS 
RETURNED FROM THE LO 
LANO GARRISON.-HE SEEKS 
AN AUDIENCE TO DISCUSS 

SIEGE PLANS FOR THE 
— CITY OF EMERALDS. 


DO YOU RECALL 
THE WARS, 
GRAYBONES? 


EVERY DAY, 
YOUR MAJESTY. 


WAR Is 
A TERRIBLE THING. IT 
SHOWS A LACK OF 
CONTROL. POWER 
SHOULD COMMANO 
ABSOLUTELY 


THERE IS NO DOUBT, 
MY QUEEN, THEY WILL 
BE CRUSHED. 


THE BUREAUCRACY OF AN EMPIRE 


CARVED IN STONE AND BLOOD. 


a PS ae 
STRUGGLE. I HAVE 
EXHAUSTED TOO MANY OF 
MY MAGICKAL AND 
MECHANICKAL RESOURCES 
BATTLING THE WIZARD’S 
PEOPLE. BURNED THEM UP 
LIKE STRAW. 


BUT I WOULD 
HAVE ALL THAT POWER 
BACK AND MORE IF I 
COULD BUT WEAR MY 
NECKLACE. 


YOUR MAVESTY... 
PLEASE, WE HAVE BEEN 
— SEARCHING FOR 
YEARS NOW. 


THE COST IS 
TREMENDOUS, 
PARTICULARLY THE 
DESERT TEAMS. 


THAT ARTIFACT, 
WHATEVER ITS CHARM 
OR SPELLS, REMAINS 

COST, AND*LIKELY 

DESTROYED. TO WASTE 

MORE EFFORT... 


THE GIRL IS 
HERE. HER BLOOD 
HAS MINGLEO WITH 
THE EARTH OF OZ. 
T FELT IT. 


, WE NO LONGER 
NEED TO SEARCH THROUGH 
RUINED HOVELS IN THE WILD, 
SOONER THAN WE LIKE, THE 
NECKLACE WILL FIND ITS 
WAY TO HER. 


I REMEMBER 
IT... FROM MY 
VISIONS. 


SHE WON'T KNOW 
HOW THE MAGICK WORKS. 
YOUR FEEBLE PACK OF SPIES 
CAN LOCATE A FULL-SIZED 
STRANGER -- EVEN IF THEY 

COULON’T FIND A SIMPLE 
PENDANT OF ARGENTUM 
ASTRUM ON A CHAIN! 


“TE YOUR MAJESTY 
{ HAD THE ENCHANTEO ~ 
PICTURE... TO SEE 
HER WITH... 


YOUR erioeity 1s TO” _ * 
eBeIne ME MY NECKLACE . Z 


BEFORE YOU LOSE MORE 
THAN YOUR LEGS! 


me 


AND THE THIN GRAY MAN 
WONDERS IF THE WIND RUSHING 
BY SOUNDS LIKE A HEAOSMAN’S 
AXE DROPPING, OR JUST THE 

SANDS OF TIME RUNNING OUT... 


ges. ap laiieiath Rael ane 


YOU'VE ARRIVED JUST 
IN TIME, IN MORE WAYS THA 
YOU KNOW I CAN'T HIDE 
THIS ANY LONGER 


ALREADY THE WILD 
MONKEYS CAN SENSE IT 
YOU MUST TAKE THIS 
MY CHILD, 


IT LOOKS LIKE A TEARDROP 
MADE OF MERCURY, BUT IT’S 
ALSO LIKE A DIAMOND. IT 
BLURS BETWEEN METAL ANO 
CRYSTAL, NEVER ONE THING 
OR ANOTHER... 


IT’S ALMOST HYPNOTIZING... 
IT MOVES. LIKE A MAZE, 
OR A DREAM. 


TL... U'VE NEVER: 
SEEN ANYTHING 
LIKE IT i= 


L CAN'T ACCEPT 
THIS. NOT FOR 


THIS HAS 
ALWAYS BEEN 


IT’S YOURS. 
IT ALWAYS HAS BEEN. 
IT HAVE MERELY HELD IT 
UNTIL YOU ARRIVED. 


OF COURSE NOT 
YOU MUST COME FROM 
A CIVILIZED PLACE, WHERE 
. THEY DO NOT BELIEVE IN 
SUCH THINGS. 


SORT OF 
IT’S CALLED KANSAS. 
IT’S THE GEOGRAPHICAL 
CENTER OF SHIT 


LISTEN, 
DOROTHY OF KANSAS. 
THIS LAND IS CALLED OZ, 
AND IT IS A GREAT AND 
TERRIBLE PLACE. 


IF YOU WOULD NOT 
PERISH, WALK WITH THIS 
NECKLACE TO THE MUNCHKIN 
VILLAGE OF TARA. THEY WILL 
RECOGNIZE THE EMBLEM OF 
THE FRIEND OF OZ. 


AND THEY'LL GIVE ME 
A CHEESEBURGER? 


— AS YOU WALK BY NIGHT, 
; KEEP THE TWIN STARS IN THE 
CORNER OF YOUR RIGHT EYE, UNTIL 
EV AND IX ARE HIGHEST ABOVE YOU. 
THEN REST IN THE MORNING, KEEP 
your SHADOW TO YOUR 
LEFT; AFTER NOON, TO 
THE RIGHT 


WITH ONE DAY OF ; 
SWIFT, HARD WALKING, YOU 
SHOULD REACH AN OASIS 
OF PLENTY... 


AFTER TAKING YOUR EASE, 

i IN THE SAFETY OF THOSE WATERS, 
EATING OF THE PLENTY THEREBY, PREPARE 
FOR ANOTHER DAY'S MARCH, THERE IS STILL 
A COBBLED BLUE ROAD THAT LEADS TO TARA 
IN THE WOODS NEAR THERE. FOLLOW IT AND 
WHEN YOU ARRIVE, SPEAK TO A 
MUNCHKIN NAMEO BOQ. 


BOQ, WATER ANYTHING 


ELSEP ANY CHEESEBURGERS?P 
hm ANY CHANCE OF BARBECUE | 
SAUCE? . 


YOU'VE BECOME A 
BEAUTIFUL YOUNG WOMAN, 
DOROTHY IT’S ALL TRUE | 


AT LAST 


WHO'S - WHAT’S A 


MUNCHKIN? ARE YOU THIS KIND OF SHIT IS GONNA 


TALKING ABOUT THE 
LITTLE DONUTS BE THE DEATH OF ME. 


‘ YOU KNOW WHAT, a 
TOTOP I KNEW THAT WOULO 
HAPPEN. BECAUSE SHE WAS A 
WITCH. AND WITCHES MESS 
WITH YOUR HEAD. DON’T | 

FORGET IT a 


2 ans = ee. 
HEY, I NEVER HAD 
A DOG BEFORE. KNOW 
WHAT I HAD BACK ON 
, THE FARM? 


KY DAD WOULD 
SON HE LEARNED 


EVER TRIED TO 
WALK A CHICKEN? THEY 
DON’T TAKE KINDLY TO 

LEASHES. 


"HOW MUCH 
THAT MAKE 
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OKAY, OZ. NO FOOLING 
AROUND THIS TIME. 


I’M A CRANKY, HUNGRY, 
TWO-FISTED MOMMA WITH 
NOTHING TO LOSE, HIKING TO 
A MUNCHKIN VILLAGE. ANDO I’M 
GETTING CRANKIER AND 
HUNGRIER BY THE MINUTE. 


WHEN THE GOING GETS 
TOUGH, YOU BETTER GET 
THE HELL OUT OF MY WAY. 


ACCORDING TO THE OLD 
WITCH'S DIRECTIONS, MY 
SHADOW SHOULD BE TO THE 
LEFT IN THE MORNING, AND ON 
MY RIGHT TOWARDS EVENING. 


LET’S START OVER. 
T’M OFF TO FINO A MAN 
NAMEO BOQ, OR BOZ. 


ANYWAY, I KEEP THE BIG 
MOON EV TO MY RIGHT AND TI 
WALK IN THE MORNING WITH 
MY SHADOW... WAIT 


T KNOW I TAKE THE BLUE 
ROAD, BUT BEFORE THAT 
THERE’S A POND... RIGHT? 


Pb reer eee 
Strveiece 7 *. 


OKAY, I KEEP THE MOONS 
ABOVE ME, AND “I” BEFORE 
“Ee” EXCEPT. APTee ©. 


THEYRE RIGHT. I NEVER PAY 
ATTENTION WHEN I’M 
SUPPOSED TO. 


MEET DOROTHY GALE, 
QUEEN OF THE SLACKERS. 


BUT COME ON. 


= 


I MEAN, YOU COULD 


LIKE, TUGN LEFT AT THE 
GIANT STUFFED FREAKASAURUS ON 
THE WAY TO MUNCHOORK VILLAGE! 
BE SURE TO BEAT HIM LIKE A PINATA 
FIRST, YOU'LL GET ENOLIGH CANDY 
CORN TO LAST YOU TO THE 
FRICKIN’ OAGIG... 


OID YOU SPEAK? 


THIS SHOLILON’T 
SURPRISE ME. 


THE VOICE IS HUSKY; SOFT, 

LIKE THE WIND THROUGH A 

WHEAT FIELD. HE’S GOT A I CAN ASSISTIMATE 

BABY’S WIDE EYES. your JOURNEY, 
YOUNG MISS! 


WHAT? YOU KNOW 
WHERE THE LITTLE 
~ DONUT PEOPLE LIVE 


I JUST WISH HE MADE SENSE. 


YOU SEEM 
ABSOMUNDLY 
- CERTILOSTITUDE. 
LET ME BE YOUR 
GUIDE! 


I NEVER GET TIRED, 


your GOAL LIES 
THAT WAY, OR MY 
NAME'S NOT BURT. 


PEDAMBLULATE WITH 
YOU. THIS PLACE 


IS yOuR 
NAME BURT? 


YOU DON’T 
SAY 


HOW LONG YOU 
BEEN UP THERE, 
ANYWAY? 


SO HOW DO YO 
KNOW YOUR WAY 
AROUND? 


DOUBLE USELESS. 
BEEN OUT IN THE SUN TOO LONG. 


STAY OUT 
THE HOT SLIN 


BACK THIS WAY 
I'LL BRING YOU 
A 


HE SEEMS NICE ENOUGH, BUT IF IT 
WANTED IDIOTS LEADING ME, 
I COULD’VE STAYED IN KANSAS. 


YOU KNOW, WHEN BOYS GO ON 
AOVENTURES, THEY GET TO MEET 
MERLIN AND GANDALF. 

I GET GILLIGAN ON A STICK. 


I USEO TO HAVE A 
LOT OF THINGS 


OKAY... BYE. SAY HI 

TO ALL THE OTHER 

MORONS DOWN IN 
MORONVILLE. 


ies 


~—< 


HOW LONG I’VE BEEN WALKING? 
TOO LONG. NO ROAD YET MY 
SHADOW IS IN FRONT OF ME. 

THANK GOD FOR DOC MARTEN’S. 


THE DOG'S MOTOR’S BEEN 
WHINING SINCE WE LEFT THE 
HOLLOW MAN, BUT I THINK IT 
JUST NEEDS AN OIL CHANGE... 


IT’S THE MOST BEAUTIFUL 
BLUE I’VE EVER SEEN. BLUER 
THAN JASON’S EYES. BLUER 
THAN... FUCK. 


BLUE. BLUER THAN BLUE. 


NEVER NEEDED WATER LIKE I 
NEED IT NOW. BLUE. DION’T KNOW 
HOW THIRSTY I WAS, 


CAN’T STOP. PERFECT BLUE WATER 
FILLING ME INSIDE AND OUT 


EVEN THE ROBOT DIES IT. 
OKAY, I GUESS THAT’S WEIRD. 


NOW, FOOD. 
I COULD EAT ANYTHING. 


NO. I COULD NEVER 


YD 
ie) 
a 
iP) 
PS 
38 
o= 
fess 
Ap) 
> 
= 


wW 
= 
VE 
< 


GALE. MAYBE THE 


1 


DIMENSION 
BUCS HERE TASTE LIKE GUMDROPS 


YOU'RE IN A TWILIGHT ZONE 
AND GIRL SCOUT COOKIES... 


. BAD IDEA. 


OH NO. NO 


I'VE LOST IT I’M DOWN AS 
FAR AS I CAN GET 


PEOPLE DON’T RUN AWAY 
FROM HOME SO THEY CAN 
EAT BUGS. 


MAYBE T MADE A MISTAKE. 


ANOTHER BLUEBERRY 
BREEZE COMES IN OVER 
THE WATER, AND I 
ACTUALLY FEEL GOOD. 
JUST LIKE THAT JUST FOR 
A MINUTE. CI LISTEN TO THE 
RUSH OF THE BROOK AND 
THE CRASH OF THE FALLS.) 
I CAN FEEL THE PULL OF 
THE SILVER-GREEN 
NECKLACE, AND IT’S A 
GOOD WEIGHT 


IT’S RIGHT 


WHEN TI NOTICE IT THERE’S 
LIKE... 


I OUNNO... 


SOME KIND OF MUSIC 
INSIDE ME. 


MUSIC ONLY I CAN HEAR 
IT’S LIKE THE WARM, SAFE 
BUZZ YOU GET IN YOUR 
CHEST AFTER SOMEONE 
KISSES YOUR FOREHEAD 
GOODNIGHT AND THIS 
MUSIC, THIS BUZZ, IT’S 
MAKING ME STRONGER... 


OR AT LEAST I FEEL 
STRONGER IF I LET MY 
MINO ORIFT, I SENSE THAT 
VIBRATION INSIOE ME AND T 
ACHE LESS. 


THE BREEZE DOESN'T STING 
AS MUCH ON MY CUTS. 


I’M MORE... STURDY 

I DON’T FEEL NEARLY AS 
BAD AS YOU'D THINK I 
WOULD. 

I FEEL LIKE A KID AGAIN. 
WISE UP GALE. 

YOU'RE STILL STARVING. 
THE WITCH SAID SOMETHING 
ABOUT FOOD AT THE 
OASIS. SEE IF YOU CAN 
FIND A TREE WITH SOME 
FRUIT THINGS ON IT 

IT MADE IT 

I’M OFF THE FARM. 

I’M FAR AWAY FROM THE 
NAGGING AND THE BULLSHIT 
AND THE REONECKS. 

THAT'S WORTH IT RIGHT? 
ON MY OWN, 

JUST LIKE I WANTED 


I COULD MURDER A 
FRICKIN’ APPLE. 


} 


THEN I TRY TO STAND LP, 
ANO IT ALL HITS ME AT 
ONCE. 

THE TIRED. 
OVERWHELMING. 

SUDDEN. LIKE A CYCLONE. 
IT JUST DROPS ON ME: 
EVERY MILE I'VE CROSSED, 
EVERY MINUTE IN THIS WEIRD 
PLACE, WAY DEEP IN MY 
BONES. 


I’M DONE. FINISHED - JUST 
LIKE THAT. 


WANT TO COLLAPSE RIGHT 
HERE. BUT THAT WOULD NOT 
BE COOL. 


MIGHT BE MONKEY 
COUNTRY. 


GOTTA MOVE. 


GOTTA MOVE TO SURVIVE. 
CAN'T MOVE. NOT WORTH IT. 


MY EYELIOS ARE MADE OF... 
LEAD. TWICE WHAT'S IN MY 
LEGS, DRAGGING. 

WANT TO DISSOLVE INTO 
THE EARTH, GO COMPLETELY 
LINDERGROUND. PLEASE. 


DEAD TIRED.... 
NO. NEVER SAY DIE. 


IT TAKES A THOUSAND 
ELEPHANTS, BUT IT OPEN MY 
EYES. 


THERE’S A SHADOW 
BEYOND THAT CRYSTAL 


DARKNESS. BLACK 
DOORWAY COULD BE A 
CAVE. 

HAS TO BE A CAVE. 


SO TIRED IT-CAN BARELY 
: THINK STRAIGHT 


JUST LAY DOWN FOR A 
LITTLE WHILE. 


THAT'S ALL I NEEO. 

I CAN MAKE IT. 

I CAN MAKE IT THROUGH THE 
WATER. IF I HAVE TO. CAN 
HIDE THERE. 

CAVE. 

CAVE GIRL SLEEP. 


WHY NOT? WON'T GET A 
BETTER OFFER 


A SOLIO, SAFE ROOF OVER 
MY HEAD. 


DARKNESS FOR BLANKETS. 


THERE’S A NARROW LEDGE HERE, 
JUST BEHIND THE THUNDERING 

WATERS. IF I SQUEEZE MYSELF 
AGAINST THE CLIFF, NOSE SCRAPING 
THE WET ROCKS, I CAN SLIP IN. 


THE DOG JUST BLUNDERS 
THROUGH. I TRY TO TELL HIM HE’S 
AN IDIOT, BUT THE WATERS CRASH 
AT A THOUSAND GALLONS A 

SECOND, LOUDER THAN BOMBS. 


THE GROUND INSIDE IS WET 

s FROM THE SPRAY; JAGGED 
ROCKS SLOPE DOWN, LIKE 
ROUGH STEPS. I TAKE IT SLOW. 
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STRETCHING WITHOLIT ENO. 
OUR MEMORIES GUIDE US 
LIKE A LIGHTHOUSE TOWER, | 
THEN DISAPPEAR BENEATH 
~ Dh BLOODSOAKED SHOWER. 
ONLY YOUR MEMORY GLOWS 
= IN ME, OAR FRIEND. cia ee 


-CHARLES BAUDELAICE, _ 
"EVENING HARMONY" 


SHE OREAMS OF THE LITTLE 
GIRL SHE ONCE WAS, ALL 
ALONE, TRACING OUT HER 
NAME IN THE DIRT WITH A 
WHITE SNEAKER. 


IT’S BEEN WEEKS NOW. 
SINCE THEY DIED. SHE 
HARDLY EVER CRIES. 


BUT THERE'S STILL A COLD 
GRAY LUMP INSIDE THAT 
WAKES HEP UP IN THE 
MIDOLE OF THE NIGHT, AND... 


I FOUND THIS 
FELLOW IN THE 
CEDAR CHEST 


I THINK HE USED 
TO PLAY WITH 
YOUR FATHER 


YOUR UNCLE 
ANOT... == 

WELL, HE’S A 

SCARECROW, SEE? LIKE 
IN THE FIELD THERE. 

MAYBE HE CAN SCARE 
OFF ALL THOSE BAD 
DREAMS OF YOURS. 


THANK YOU, AUNT EM. 
T’LL KEEP HIM FOREVER 


ANDO SHE HELD HIM FOREVER, 
BUT THERE’S ONLY SCRAPS 
LEFT NOW AT THE BOTTOM 
OF A RED BACKPACK. 
SCRAPS. SCRAPS OF LOVE. 


BECAUSE THAT'S GROWING LP. 
TIME TURNS INTO OUR LIVES. 
OUR LIVES TURN INTO MEMORY. 
MEMORIES TURN INTO BLOOD. 


SSSS. THE SCENT 
- WAS NO LIE. SUCH 
INNOCENT BLOOD. 
~ SO POWERFUL. 
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IKE A TIGER, — 
feo. TCANT... 


. x 
SHE MUST HAVE SENT YOL 
YES. YOU WERE SENT AS A 
SIGN, A,SIGN THAT I AM TO® 
e BE FORGIVEN AT LAST. MY 
EXILE IS OVER.... 


HEY... WHAT'S 
THE DEAL, 
HANDSOME? 


* e 
REJOICE. YOU HAVE 
AWAKENEO ME. SHE 
SENT YOU TO BE MY . 
. RESURRECTION FEAST. 
MY HOMECOMING 
MORSEL, 


YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT 
WANT IS, CHILO. YOU DON’T 
KNOW HUNGER. YOU KNOW 
INCONVENIENCE. YOU DON’T 
KNOW THE PAINFUL JOY OF 

ETERNAL DESIRE... 


ODY SENT ME. 
HAVE PLACES TO 
O. 
T 


I DON’T WANT 
O BE EATEN. 


LOOK, LOOK! THIS IS A 
BAG FROM ANOTHER 
WORLD. THERE’S STUFF IN 
HERE YOU'VE NEVER HAD. 
FOOD, BETTER THAN ME. 


& 
I HAVE ALPEADY TASTED 
_ MUCH. THAT WAS MY SIN, 
‘ONCE T WAS A KING, A.” 
PRINCE. MY WEAKNESS... 


I TASTED THE FORBIDDEN © 
AND SHE BANISHEO ME. 
$SSSSS5. BANISHED bn be 


CAN’T CONCENTRATE WITH 
ALL THE SLITHERING AND 
PURRING ANDO THOSE EYES 
ANO ALL I'VE GOTIS A 
CRUSHED CANDY B- 


OH SHIT. THERE’S JUST THE 
WRAPPER LEFT. SHIT THE 
FUCK. BUY SOME TIME. 


THIS... IS CALLED 
A BABY RU... 


ABY?!! I SMELL 
NO BABY. 


PATHETIC. THIS 
"BABY" IS NOT 
ENOUGH. NO.... 


- THERE MUST BE 
BLOOD. THE TASTE OF 
“YOU, YOUR MINO SO 

FULL OF FIRE... 


..BUT IT’S 
CHOCOLATE. 


FOR THIS HONOR, 
', I SHALL WEAR YOUR SKULL 
» AS A CROWN WHEN T MARCH 
THROUGH THE EMERALD 
GATES. THAT COMFORTS 
YOU, NOP 


NOT REALLY LOOK, I’VE 
¢ GOT SOMETHING YOU'LL 
by @ LIKE, REALLY... 


es " 


ae 


CAN'T GET AWAY... WHAT 
CAN I DO UP CLOSEP 
SOMETHING. IT JUST NEED 
TIME. THOSE EYES. SERIAL 
KILLER EYES. HUNGRY EYES. 


PLAYING CARDS. NO. 
MAKEUP. NO. 

BATTERIES. NO. 

NAIL CLIPPERS. NO. SCRAPS... 


NO. 

COME ON, GALE. 
COME ON. 
COME ON... 


“ PRETTY MORSEL. 

UNDERSTAND, YOU'LL 
* ALWAYS BE A PART 
oF ME..? 


HERE’S SOMETHING 
MY AUNT EM GAVE 
JUST FOR 
SNAKES, 
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AFTER A MILLION MILES, LEGS ARE 
TOO NUMB TO MOVE. MY ARM'S 
FULL OF COLO FIRE. CHEST MADE 
OF ASBESTOS. TRY TO BREATHE 
ANDO THE WORLO SPINS. I DON'T 
KNOW WHAT’S PROPPING ME LP. 


I SWEAR IT LOOKS WORSE 
THAN. (¥ FEGLS. 


MOM...DAD... I'M SO SORRY, 
I’M SO SORRY I FUCKED UP. 


LIGHTING UP THE SHADOWS. HE 
CUTS STRAIGHT THROUGH THE 


THE LITTLE TRACTOR TAKES 
OVER, HIS ELECTRIC EYES 
GRASS. NEVER HESITATES. 


ARE 


TOP WHERE 
WE GOING? 
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‘M STUMBLING LIKE I’M ORUNK, 
BUT I KEEP MY EYES FOCUSED 


ON THAT LIGHT 


I FOLLOW. 


% 


GOOD LITTLE DOG. 


I GUESS IT’S TIME I REALIZE 
T‘M NOT ALONE. 


PLEASE, MISTER... I 
COULD.,, REALLY USE 
A FRIEND... NOW 


CAN... CAN I HELP 
YOU DOWN FROM 
THERE? 
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HOW BLOOD-SOAKED THE STONES. 
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, I WASN’ 
SURE THIS THING 
WOULO REALLY WORK. 


YOU KNOW 


COME AWAY, 
M‘LORD, WE'LL BE IN 
QUADLING COUNTRY 

BY NIGHTFALL! 


YOU'RE JOKING. 


YOU MUST COME. 
THERE’S TIME YET TO 
ESCAPE THAT WITCH'S 

TIN CAN TROOPS... 


“IT WAS THE ONLY THING THAT — 
MATTERED. I... I ASKED YOU 


OH. HULLO, 
GROUND. 


ARE YOU 
ALL RIGHT?P 


IT’S DIFFIGLE TO 
SAY, MISS. T THINK 
IT DEPENOS. ON 
WHO YOU IS. 
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GOOD WORK, TOTO. 
LET’S GET THE HELL 
OUTTA DODGE. 


READY TO 
PEDAMBLLATE, 
LITTLE MISS? 


DOROTHY MY 
NAME IS DOROTHY 


NOW... THERE REALLY 

IS A VILLAGE CALLED 

ate hes TARAP WITH PEOPLE 
' ANO EVERYTHING? 


' 


I CAN GET TO | 
THEY'VE GOT 


KNOW HOW TO 
GET THERE? 


THEN LET’S 
GO FOR IT 


»»WHEN I WOKE UP 
THE TRUCK WAS 
TOAST, AND I WAS 
HERE. NOW YOU TELL 


ME SOMETHING. 


THERE'S THE 

TREES HERE, 

ALL GREEN, 
TOO. 


INFECTION IS THE 
PROBLEM. I SAW IT ON 
THE DISCOVERY CHANNEL: 
SOME PREDATORS, LIKE 
MALE LIONS, AND 
KOMODO DRAGONS... 
THEY DON’T ALWAYS KILL 
YOU RIGHT AWAY. THEY 
DON’T PIP YOU LIP ANO 
EAT YOU THERE. THEY'RE 
LAZY THEY JUST NEED 
ONE GOOD PIECE OF 
YOU. THEY GOT BACTERIA 
IN THETIC CLAWS, OLO 
DEAD MEAT IN THEI 
TEETH... THEY LET IT 
INFECT YOU. ANO YOU 
THINK YOU ESCAPED, BUT 
YOU GET SICKER ANO 
SICKE, AND THEY 
FOLLOW YOU. THEY WAIT 
FOR YOU TO COLLAPSE, 
ANO THEN THEY... 


A LITTLE MORE 
PLEASE. THERE'S 


HOURS TO GO... 


LIKE, WHAT ARE YOU 
MADE OFP HOW CAN 


YOU SPEAK? 


T OON’T KNOW. 
MAYBE T FORGETTED 
THAT I CAN'T. 


JEEZ, I’M ALREADY 
FADING, AND... TELL 


ME A STORY COME 
ON, ANYTHING. 


I CAN'T FALL ASLEEP 
WE GOTTA KEEP 
MOVING. WHAT'S THE 
FIRST THING YOU 
REMEMBER? 


HMMM... 
(61 S oGe.. YOLIC 


i OOR-O-THY 
SoS NO, COME ON. NOT THE 


FIRST THING IN YOUR HEAD... 
LIKE, HOW DIO IT/ALL START 
WHAT'S THE FIRST THING 
AT EVER HAPPENED 

TO YOUP 


OH, THAT. I THINK, 
I THINK... THE VERITY 


Be FICST THING WAS... 


I HEARD A VOICE. IT WAS — 
ABBOTOMUNDLY DARK, A 
I HEARD A VOICE SAY: 


ye nt 


‘T HAVE A MOUTH, OR KNOW 
“IT MEANT 


VOICE ASKED HOW 


THEN MY EYE OPENED, 
EYE Lie KNEW 


1. ALL EARS 
AND EYES, IT SUPPOZLE. AND 
MY MAKER SATO... 


) ration ae STORY, TO 
E AN EXAMPLE FOR OTHERS. 
0 WARN THEM... 


“HOW TO BESIN, NOW THAT 
ws ae WELL, YES... 


ONCE UPON A TIME, THERE WAS A 
FOOL WHO WAS SO MUCH OF A FOOL 
THAT HE IMAGINEO HE WAS QUITE 

SMART. A GENIUS, IN FACT, THE 
LIKES OF WHICH HAD NEVER BEEN 
SEEN IN THE WHOLE OF OZ, THAT'S 
WHAT HE THOUGHT HE WAS. 


HE NEVER TOOK LEARNING PILLS, 
NOT EVEN WHEN VERY YOUNG. THE 
BOY’S FAMILY, THEY EVEN MOVED 
TO MUNCHKIN COUNTRY, THOUGH 
THEY WERE NOT MUNCHKINDER. 
FOR HIM TO ATTEND THE BEST 
UNIVERSITIES, YOU SEE? 


WHILE OTHER STUDENTS 
TOOK THEIR LEARNING 
PILLS THE FOOL 
WOULD INSULT THEM, 
SAY THAT SCIENCE 
SHOULD NOT BE SO 
EASY TO DIGEST NEW 
THEORIES SAID THE 
FOOL, WERE NEEDED 
FOR NEW TIMES. 


THOUGH STILL A YOUTH, 
HE SOUGHT TO MERGE 
THE BASIC FORCES OF 
SCIENCE AND MAGIC, 
TO RE-IMAGINE THE 
FUNDAMENTAL SHAPE 
OF THE WORLD. 


LUCKY FOR HIM, HE WAS 
NOT OFTEN WRONG. 


HE COULD HAVE BEEN 
GREAT, MONSTER 


HE SHOOK THE 
FOUNDATIONS... 


NO MORE MEMORIZING 
SYLLABLES AND 
NONSENSE RHYMES, 
NO MORE YEARS 
WASTED ON DISTILLING 
A DROP OF POTION. 


HE DISCOVERED 
VIBRATIONAL 
FREQUENCIES THAT 
TAPPED INTO THE 
TEMPLATE OF LIFE AND 
MAGIC ITSELF 


HE FOUND ENERGY IN 
MOTION OF THE STARS, 
IN THE STONES OF THE 
EARTH. 


FROM THIS SUCH 
MIRACLES. 


CRYSTAL FOCUS 
CANNONS, HORNER 
LIGHTS, GREEN STEEL 
GLASS, CORNSILK 
SKIN... 


ALL THESE AND MORE 
HE DEVISED. 


BUT HE WAS STILL A 
FOOL. 


AND WHERE HE FINALLY 
EXPOSED HIS 
FOOLISHNESS, 
MONSTER, WHERE THE 
FOOL BEGAN HIS FALL 
INTO WICKEONESS, WAS 
WHEN HE SAID THAT 
MAGICAL SCIENCE 
SHOULD NOT BE USED 
FOR WAR NOT EVEN IN 
THE RIGHTEOUS CAUSE 
OF OZ. 


THAT WAS WHEN HE 
BECAME POLITICAL, 
YOU SEE. OANGEROUS. 


I AM A SCIENTIST 
MYSELF MONSTER, AS 
WELL AS A DOCTOR 


BUT I SERVE OZ FIRST ~ 


WHEN OZ NEEDS UNITY, 
IT 1S FOOLISH TO 
OPPOSE THE FORCES © 
OF STRENGTH AND 
SOLIDARITY. _ 


FOOLISH, WICKED AND 
TRAITOROUS. 


THIS MAN WHO 
THOUGHT HE WAS SO 
WISE BETRAYED OZ BY 
REFUSING TO USE 

HIS GIFTS WHEN 
CONFLICT CAME. 


HE STOOD ASIDE, 
WRITING INANE 
BROADSHEETS AND 
EMPTY IDEALISTIC 
THEORIES, WHILE 
OTHERS FOUGHT ON 
THE LINES ANDO 
CONDUCTED VITAL 
RESEARCH ON THE 
CUTTING EDGE. 


RESEARCH WITH 
o STRANGE ELEMENTS 
AND INCANTATIONS 

THAT LEFT THEM... 


TRANSFORMED. 


HE ABANDONED US 
THIS FOOL. 


HE RETREATED TO HIS 
COUNTRY HOME, AWAY 
FROM THE BATTLES AND 
THE COOLING TOWERS 
ANO THE EXPERIMENTAL 
CAMPS. 


ANO THE THINGS HE 
WROTE! OH, MONSTER! 


YOU WILL HAROLY 
CREDIT HOW HATEFUL 
THEY WERE. 


FULL OF HIS 
~ ARROGANCE AND 
IGNORANCE. 


FULL OF LIES ABOUT 
THE WAY OF THE 
WORLD. 


FULL OF LUDICROUS 
CLAIMS ABOUT THE 
FALLEN FAIRIES OF OZ. 
JUST NONSENSE. 
HURTFUL NONSENSE. 
ANO WHEN THE WARS 


WERE OVER, HE STILL 
PRINTED HIS LIES. 


ONLY NOW THEY 
ATTACKED THE 
POWERFUL LADY IN THE 
WEST WHO HAD DONE 
SO MUCH TO BRING 
PEACE. WHO HAD 
SACRIFICED SO MUCH 
OF HERSELF TO 

BRING PEACE. 


OON’T LIKE 
WHERE THIS IS 
GOING 


NO... I DON’T LIKE 
THE SOUND OF THIS 
CHICK. SOMETHING... 

GO ON. 


AND WHEN THE LADY, FROM 
HER RIGHTFUL WESTERN 
THRONE, DECLARED AT LONG 
LAST AN ALLIANCE BETWEEN 
THE MUNCHKINDER AND THE 
WARRIORS OF WINKIE 
COUNTRY, WHEN SHE 
ACHIEVED THAT DREAM AND 
THE PEOPLE ROSE UP AND 
DEMANDED WITH ONE VOICE 
THAT SHE BE CROWNED 
QUEEN OF ALL OZ, STILL THE 

“FOOL WROTE TERRIBLE AND 
BITTER THINGS. 


THINGS THAT COULD NO 
LONGER BE IGNORED. 


THINGS THAT MIGHT 
ENCOURAGE OTHERS 
TO QUESTION THEIR 
NEW QUEEN. 


ANO SO THE FOOL GOT THE es. Z oncenstaley Ha? 
RESPONSE HE DESERVED. Ss in : TION FOR THE AREA. 

. 2 eee CINE | COAT: 
, 2 bm SCRIBELER TO ME; 


HER MAJESTY 
WANTS HIM ALIVE. 
Y OTHERWISE, USUAL 
~ PROC EDURES. ‘THEY'LL © 
LEARN HOW WE” 
TREAT THOSE WHO 
STAND IN THE WAY, 
OF PEACE 


SO THE GRAY LEGIONS CLIT A SWATH 
THOUGH BLUE MUNCHKIN COLINTRY, BROLIGHT 
THERE BY THE FOOL'S WICKEONESS, _ 


BY ALL ACCOUNTS, HE SUBMITTED HIMSELF 
LIKE A DOG. IMAGINE THAT, MONSTER. 


: EVEN IN HIS Owe. MINO, | 
__ PUNISHMENT. PERHAP: 
€ GH, eas ‘2 


2a Ht PT. YOU'LL HAVE STPENGTH 
IN OF STRAW. 
%® 
COURSE, SHC Te ‘CATCH FIRE, THAT oeYLIFE 
WOER Aran YOU EXPLODES LIKE A CANNON 
BLAST VOOSH!. 
YOU KNOW, cRacke, CRACKLE, HOT? FIRED) 


OF gouese NOT. 


I GUESS THATS 
WHEN I FIRST KNEW 
TO BE AFRIGHTED OF 

SOMETHING. - 


FIRE. YEAH, WELL. 
PREDATORS ARE AFRAID 
OF E1ee, TOO: I HOPE. 


ITLL BE OKAY. JUST NEED 
ALITTLE REST STOP MY 
EYES CAN EOCUS. KEEP 
GETTING DISTRACTED BY 
THESE DISAPPEARING 
PURPLE BATS. 


HELPING YOU, 
MISS? ARE YOU 
FREE FROM 
FADING? 


T’M ALL GOOD. 
YOUR STORY'S 
A LITTLE LIKE A 
DREAM, YOU 
KNOW? 


SORRY JUST 
SCOOT BACK 
SOME. 


s NO. 
WHAT'S A 
DREAM? 


E.wito Uke» 
PICTURE. A PICTURE 
YOU SEE WHEN 


BURNT OUT. 


MY MOTHER’S FAVORITE 
SONG WAS "LEATHER AND 
LACE" BY STEVIE NICKS. 
MY FATHER’S FAVORITE 
SONG WAS... WAS... SHIT. 
I FEEL SO SICK. WHATS 
WRONG WITH MEP I CAN’T 
SENSE THE NECKLACE 
ANYMORE. I THINK IT’S 


Pte 


AND THEY ARE 
ALWAYS SADP 


IT WISH TI HAD 
ANOTHER ONE, MISS, 
BUT NOT MUCH HAPPABLES 
OUT HERE, AND IT’S TERRIBLE 
HARD TO LEARN WITHOUT... 
WITHOUT... OH, IT KNOW... 
WITHOUT. 6. &@.. 


FEVER’S COMING ON NOW. 
JUST TEN MORE MINUTES 
HERE, THEN WE’RE OFF. NO 
SLEEP TIL MUNCHKIN... 


o> 


¥ ee a a 


OH NO. FILE'S OLT. 11'S 
BEEN HOURS. DAMMIT. 


—— EVERY. THING. HURTS. 


NOT GOOD. NOT EVEN A PILLOW. 
MY NECK’S ALL BUSTED GLASS 
AND RUSTY NAILS NOW. 
EVERYTHING'S SEIZED UP. I'M A 
‘BAD ENGINE. I’M STIFF AND I 
CAN BARELY TURN OVER. I'M A 
WOUNDED BRUISE WALKING ON 
THUMBTACKS. THIS IS STUPID. 
I'VE BEEN BEATEN LP BY 
THE GROUND. 


THE COLORS ON MY ARM 
HAVE GONE PAST GROSS. 
MOUTH’S ORY AS DIRT 

T CAN FEEL THE SHAKES 
STARTING IN MY MUSCLES. 


WHY’D YOU LET 
ME SLEEP?! 
Ow! Ow! 


DAMMIT LET’S 
JUST GO. FINISH 
YOUR STORY WHILE 
WE WALK. 


- WE NEED TO GET 
AWAY FROM HERE. 
OW HOW FAR TO 


THE VILLAGE? 5 WHERE WERE WE? - 


ae 


sn ves 
THE FOOL'S MISTAKE. 


MAKE THE RIGHT \ | 
DECISION, FRIEND. / 


SO NOW YOU 
STYLE YOURSELF. A 
QUEEN? KNOWING 

WHAT THAT 
MEANS? 


FOOL fT AM, BUT IN OZ 
EVEN A FOOL MAY SPEAK 
THE TRUTH. THE TRUTH, MY 
LADY, IS THAT YOU HAVE 

BECOME THE VERY WI- 


ENOUGH!!! suut 
YOUR FOUL LYING HOLE!! 


inn ain Nl 
nopiicias ¥ 


WE’RE THROUGH WITH 
THE CONSPIRATOR! TAKE 
HIM TO TARA! ALERT 
DOCTOR KRIK! 


NO LESS THAN THE 


HOLD YOUR 
TONGUE, OR YOU 
MAY FIND IT IN 
YOUR HAND- 


WITHOUT EVEN THE 
CONSENT OF THE 
CITY OF EMERALDS? 
A QUEEN? 


HOLLOWING FOR THIS 


PATHETIC CREATURE!! 


& THE FOOL WOKE UP. 


I KNOW THIS 
PLACE. 


eae ae 


ee AND THEN WE ASKEO HIM THE 
: a IMPORTANT QUESTION 
‘OF RUPE, 


“AND THE FOOL © 
GOT IT WRONG. — 


-’NOT THAT IT WOLULO HAVE 
«MATTERED, I ASSURE YOU. 


ss ela slats tina 


ANO SO EVERYTHING HE EVER WAG... IT ALL DISAPPEARED. HE'S BE! 
SHREDDED, DISPERSED, AND HE WON'T EVER FIND HIS WAY BACK 


SO THAT WAS THE END OF THE FOOL AND HIS ARROGANCE. 
PERHAPS IF HE HAD LEARNED HIS LESSONS LIKE YOU, MY GOOD” 

MONSTER, IF HE HAO KEPT HIS MOUTH SHUT AT THE RIGHT TIME. 
PERHAPS THEN T WOULON’T HAVE TO SHOW YOU THE REST OF 


WHOA..,.. OON’T 
YOU GET ITP NO... 
SOMETHING MISSING. 
WHAT DIO ... THE LITTLE 
SQUID... SHOW YOUP 


‘I DOUBTN’T KNOW. TO NEVER MET 
ANYONE BEFORE. 


T TRIED TO SMILE, BUT MY MOUTH 
WAS SO NEW THAT I MUST HAVE 
DONE SOMETHING WEONG. 


HER EYES GOT BIG, LOOKING AT 
ME, AND SHE SHOOKLE SO HARD 
_ I THOUGHT SHE MIGHT SPLODE © 
_ LUKE A CANNON. 


NO THEN IT GOT MORE STCANGELY 
TILL, BECALISE SHE OPENED HE® 
MOUTH ANO SHE SAID A WORD. 


4 WORD THAT I DON’T REMEMBLE. 
AND AFTER SHE SAIO IT, I 
BLINKED, BECAUSE I KNEW 

_ NOTHING, AND MY EYES ITCHED. 


ANO THEN, IT WAS LIKE 
THE SUN WENT DOWN 
INSIDE HER. DARK, — 
DARKER, CRICKETS. 


scutes HOKE SE SS 
_ 2° 


THEN THEY... THEY... THEY MAOE ee 


HEe (Eze) AWAY. Rien ff Rien 


~ ae ie 
a 2 
ON ac eee eS 


= tees es naa 


IT DON'T THINK 
T LIKE IT WHEN 
PEOPLE GO AWAY. 


I’M SORRY... LITTLE 
SCARECROW 


WHO DOES THIS TO PEOPLE? 
TWISTS UP THEIR LIVES? MY 
HEAD IS SO CONFUSED NOW, 
OUTSIDE OF TIME. I KNOW 

NOW. I’VE BEEN ON THIS ROAD... 


YOU REMIND 
ME OF A DOLL... 
MY FATHER HAD... 


... SINCE THEY OIEO. MOM AND 
DAO, I’M TIRED OF THIS DREAM. 
LET ME WAKE UP. 


LET MG.-ALL ASLeer, 


IT’S TOO MUCH, IN THE 
END. THIS ISN'T RIGHT. 

IT ISN’T HOW I THOUGHT 
IT WOULD BE...I SWEAR, 
MUST BE SOME MISTAKE... 
POOR FOOL. 


POOR DOROTHY. 


NO PAIN ANYMORE. FUNNY 
HOW FAST IT COMES. FASTER. 
LIKE TIME. AT LEAST T... 


PLEASE! 
WON'T SOMEONE 
HELP HER?! 
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